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Cake 


Author's Notes: 
None of this happened blahblahblah why do | have to write whether or not this happened? Its a fan fiction... 


| woke up in one fluent hurried movement. | opened my eyes and sat up like | hadn't been asleep at all. | looked 
over at the clock on my wall, it was a lovely shade of brown It also read that it was nine forty-five. | sighed 


and got out of my bed, bending my toes away from the cold wooden floor. 


Walking over to my closet | noticed a small sound coming from the other room. | put on a silk button up shirt 


and a pair of striped pants and walked out into my living room. On my couch sat Syd. | groaned a little, 
"Syd, how'd you get in here?" | asked. He looked over at me smiling a little, he was listening to a Beatles record, 
"The window!" he looked back at the record and smiled a bit more. 


"Why are you here then?" Thinking that would be the better question 


"You have the We Can Work it Out and Day Tripper." he showed me the cardboard case to prove it. | nodded, 


"That's it?" Syd nodded in response, still looking at the rotating disk. | rolled my eyes and walked into the 
kitchen, "Want anything to eat?" 


"Fish ‘n chips!" he yelled at me, almost excitedly. | turned around at him, 
"You know | can't cook those." he grinned at me, 
"Lets go out then!" he kept his gaze on me. "You can't live in here forever y'know Rog.’ 


"Maybe | like being in my house? | don't enjoy being out all day every day like you." He stood up and walked 


over to me, his bell bottoms dragging around his bare feet. 

"Roger, open up a bit. No one's going to recognize you if you don't show anybody what you can do." he looked 
at me in the eye in a oddly serious way. His eye colour reminded me of my clock. A very dark nice chocolate 
colour. 

"What are you going on about?" | asked. He looked away, all sternness gone, smiling again, 

"You'll see one day.” 

"Syd," | tried to change the subject. "Where are your shoes?" 

"Didn't wear any." | sighed and rubbed my temples. | didn't reply though. | went back to my bedroom and put a 
jacket, scarf and shoes on. When | came out Syd was walking over to my wall that my chair and coffee table 
sat. 

"You should get some art to hang here." He pointed in the middle of the white wall. "Its so boring like this." 
"'d rather not, lets g-" he cut me off, 


"How about | paint you something? I'll make sure you'll like it” | shut my mouth for a second. 


"Sure Syd. Lets go now." | opened the door for him and he skipped out, almost falling down a few of the stairs. 
How did | even get involved with this idiot? 


We walked to a pub, Syd shockingly not saying much. He did mention that he likes my shirt though, | thanked 


him. 
"Are you even allowed in here Syd?" | asked as we sat down at a table. He looked confused, 


"Yeah, why?" 


"You're only nineteen." 


"Yeah, but I'm not gettin’ any beer man" | nodded feeling a little stupid. When the waitress came, her and Syd 
flirted up a storm. | sat there awkwardly, girls typically don't really like me. | assume it because l'm not very 
attractive, but I've had people tell me | come off as rude a lot. Syd on the other hand was incredibly handsome 
and charming. | suppose that's why | haven't ripped his throat out yet. 


| noted his smile. He had a very nice one. | try not to very often because of my teeth, they're crooked and odd 
looking. | guess Syd ordered for me as well because the waitress was walking off, Syd watched her go. 


"She was extraordinary wasn't she?" he asked me. | nodded with a small "sure" escaping my lips. He sighed 


happily and leaned back in his chair. 


"So," he started. "Have yourself a girlfriend yet?" | shook my head no, looking at my glass of water. Water is 
rather queer, isn't it? I's clear, doesn't have a taste, yet can be the difference between life and death. | put 
my chin on my hand and looked at Syd, 


"You?" 
"| don't believe so. | was interested in this one girl, but | think she already has herself a guy." 
"Well that's not very fun" My voice sounded rather bland. | didn't mean to sound so uninterested. He sighed, 


"Whats got your damn panties in a twist Rog? You're acting really boring. You used to be fun to hang out 
with." | glared at him, 


"So sorry I'm not so fun Why don't you go hang ‘round with your other friends. They must be a blast" Syd 


huffed and crossed his arms. 


“Cos you're my best matel If you stopped acting like such a bloke maybe you'd have more friends!" | curled 


my hands into fists but kept them on my lap. 


"Who even said you were my friend? You just started following me around! Just ‘cos we grew up in the same 
town doesn't mean we're ‘best mates'!" He looked rather insulted to tell the truth. | didn't feel like | had been 
that harsh, not then at least. Before he could reply the waitress came back and sat our food in front of us. 
She looked at us both and said nothing while she bounced away. | looked at my food, only now realizing how 


hungry | really was. 


Syd didn't move at all for a few moments. | almost felt like | shouldn't start eating until he did, but my 
stomach was almost painfully empty. | started with my chips, dipping them in ketchup. After about my 5th 
chip, Syd picked up his fish and started to eat as well. That made me much calmer. When he finished he took a 


glance up at me, 


"Sorry" he said it so lightly, | almost didn't hear it. | frowned a little and wiped my hands on my pants, 
"| apologize as well." He kept a blank face for a moment before beaming a smile. 


"Wonderfull" That was all it took to make it him happy again? "Lets get us some cake for dessert!" | chuckled a 
little bit and agreed. He ordered for us again. The cake came in a matter of three or four minutes. Syd moved 
his chair so he could sit next to me, instead of across. We could of looked like a couple feeding each other our 
different cakes and laughing like a bunch of freaks. | liked it though, | liked him. We'd known each other since 

primary school, but never started really talking to each other since last year. And we both played instruments 


we learned, 


He said something about started a band with me. Seemed rather far fetched but | agreed. He looked so 
unbelievably happy about it too. He told me about songs he had written, and how they sounded. It was odd, but 
so was he, so | guess that's not so surprising. He told me when we should meet up next, and to bring my 
guitar. And when he ate his last bite of cake he gave me money for his food and basically ran out telling me 
he had to go home and get ready for tomorrow. 


Whats happening tomorrow though? 


Dreams 


| sat on my couch sipping on tea, looking out my open window. It was early Spring, so | let the fresh air take 
over my flat. For something that doesn't have a smell, it sure does smell nice. | kept a smile on my face while 
looking at people pass by, birds fly, all of it. Until | saw a mess of dark hair hair and neon yellow pants stop in 
front of my apartment. 


"Do you plan of making a habit of this Syd?" | yelled down as he started walking up the balcony steps. He was 


carrying something with him, a large rectangle of something. 


"Depends on whether or not | get bored of it. Maybe it can be our litle thing. Y'know how some friends do only 


certain things with each other?" He asked, his face already in front of mine. He can run up stairs fast. 


"Sounds like something a couple would do, not friends. Not like you have to sneak over seeming | live by 
myself" he smiled and climbed in thru my window. He leaned the large rectangle, a painting covered by a white 


cloth | see now, against my wall. 


"Yeah, well, you can be my girlfriend if you'd like." he snorted at the joke. | raised an eyebrow, 


"Yeah right. You'd be the girl you twat" | paused and asked why | said that to myself. "Whatever. Want some 


tea?" 


"Sure. Tea sounds wonderful." he sat on my couch and pulled out my box of records. | poured him a cup and 
sat it in front of him. He thanked me with his smile. | sure did like his smile. 


"So whose that for?" | asked pointing to his painting. 


"You, you bloke. | told you | would paint you something." he grinned as he took a sip of earl grey. 


"Well," | walked over to it. "Didn't think you'd get it done so fast." | lifted the white sheet. It was a piece of, 


what looked chocolate and vanilla, cake. | grinned and looked over at him, he was laughing quietly. 


"You're a bloody git" | said, "It really good though.” 


"It symbolizes our friendship. Eh, that sounded queer." He griminced and went back to his tea. 


"More than when you said | could be your girlfriend? You're an odd fellow." | sat next to him smiling, showing 


my teeth for once. 


"You have a lovely smile Rog." Syd said. 


‘Oh. Thanks." | didn't really know what to say, could he read my mind? Syd you're a twat. He was just staring 


at his painting. No mind reading | guess then. 


"lm going over to a friends house today, want to come?" he asked me. 


"Whose the friend?" 


"Dave Gale. He has a lovely garden" he said with a smile smile. 


"| don't know, maybe." Was he only going because of the guys garden? Syd really liked flowers and plants. He 
wears them in his pants or shirt pockets. 


"Well, just tell me if you want to | guess." Syd crossed his legs relaxed into his seat. | nodded still looking at 
him. | don't know why | said it without thinking, but | splurged out a quick "Would-you-like-to-start-a-garden- 


with-me?" 


He looked at me, with surprise or something along those lines. His face suddenly burst into this giant grin, his 
perfect teeth showing once again 


"I'd love that! Yeah! | can buy the seeds and stuff if you'd likel" | nodded in agreement, 
"Yeah, alright. When do you want to start it?" 
"How about tomorrow?" He looked kind of embarrassed to ask. Don't know why he would be though. 


"Yeah, that's fine. Would you wanna spend the night? We can go shopping for everything tomorrow." | stood up 
and opened the cabinet next to my couch and grabbed my cigarettes. 


"ld love that! Oh, can | bum a cig off you?" 

| thew one at him, he caught it. | lit mine up, then his. He grinned, 

"Thanks." 

"Sure thing. Hey, what time are you suppose to be at this Dave guys place?" He looked at my clock, 

"About five minutes ago. How about we just stay here? | like your company better." 

"That's fine | guess. Do you want to go out for some food or something?" 

"No," he said smiling again, "This is fine." 

"Well | don't have much food here | just-" he cut me off, 

"Roger, this is fine. I'm not very hungry anyway." 

"Okay. Sorry, | don't really every have anyone over, let alone spend the night." 

"Well | don't stay over at people's houses that often, so you're not alone." He leaned back and put his feet on 
my coffee table. He stared at the ceiling for awhile. | left him to himself and walked into my room, shutting 


the door. | laid down on my bed and closed my eyes. | didn't realize how tired | was, but then again | never 


seem to. 


The door creaked open and closed again, | heard footsteps walk to me. A hand found its way to my chest. My 
eyes snapped open, 


"Syd?" | whispered. | could see parts of his face lit by moonlight. He was smiling gentally. 
"What are you doing Syd?" 

"Roger." He replid quietly, he started to unbutton my shirt 

"Syd what are you-2" 

"Roger" He said louder, he leaned down and kissed my neck 

"SYDI WHAT ARE YOU-" 


"Roger?" 


"ROG!" 


"WAKE UP!" 


My eyes opened up and | gasped. | sat up and looked at Syd who had backed off from me. | tried to breath 
slowly, still staring at Syd. 


"Are you okay? You kept mumbling in your sleep and you started screaming my name." 


‘Im fine.. Yeah, no, l'm fine." | threw my blanket off and stood up. Syd looked at me, looked down and then 
blushed lightly snf looked away. 


"Uh, Rog, you.. Um." He pointed down at my lower regions. | looked down to see myself half hard. 


"Oh.. Um.. Uh, shit. Excuse me." | walked into the bathroom and sat on the floor. 


"What the hell was that Roger?" | asked myself. | looked down at myself and covered my eyes with one of my 
hands and put my hand down the front of my jeans. 


"I can't believe this." | started moving my hand up and down lightly and groaned. | quickly moved my hand out 
and unbuttoned my pants and took them and my underwear off and grabbed my erection again | kept pumping 


myself, moans flying ot of my mouth every now and then 


When | finished, | stayed where | was for a few minutes, just catching my breath. | stood up slowly, my legs 
were shaking. | pulled my pants up and buttoned them. | walked over to the sink and started to wash my hands. 
| looked at myself in the mirror. Same old, same old. | looked like a tired, stressed out horse. My hair was 


sticking up in random places. | didn't bother to fix them. 


| turned off the water and dried my hands. | sighed and opened up the bathroom door to see Syd leaning 
against the wall. He looked up at me and licked his bottom lip then biting it. 


"Do you.. uh.. wanna talk about it?" he asked, crossing his arm over his stomach, resting it on his hip. 
"Talk about what? Theres nothing to talk about. Just, uh, go back to sleep. Or whatever you want." | walked 
back into my room and shut the door, making sure to lock it. | dragged my feet to my bed and fell onto the 


mattress. 


"God fucking dammit." | whispered and closed my eyes, falling asleep again. 


Woods 


My own breathing woke me up. | groaned and rubbed my eyes, looking at the clock. Seven. The sun was shining 
through my red curtains, making my white walls look pink. | looked down at myself. | was still in the same 
clothes from last night. | shut my eyes tight and muttered profanities. Last night. 

Was Syd still here? He wouldn't of left would he? 

Why wouldn't he leave? You woke up with a damn erection while saying his namel 

"Suppose that did happen." | muttered to myself. | sighed and took my clothes off. As | searched through my 
closet for a shirt my door opened. 

"Jesus!" | jumped surprised, "I locked that door!" 

Syd stood there with an awkward look on his face. 

"Um, sorry. | just wanted to make sure you were okay. Y'know.. Um. | made food. So, yeah." He quickly shut the 
door and walked away. | frowned and put on a t-shirt and blank pants. Syd sat on my couch, eating, looking 
rather uncomfortable. He looked at me and almost as fast as he did, he looked away. | sat next to him and 
grabbed the plate of food on the table. We ate in silence. 

"How did you get into my room?" | asked, trying not to sound angry. Not because | was, but | know | can come 
off harsh sometimes. 

"I found the key." He said lightly, "I'm really sorry Rog! Can we still make a garden together?" He looked 
incredibly stressed out by the situation, his cheeks were even slightly pink. 

| smiled a little, 

"Syd, l'm not mad at you." 

"So.. We can still do the garden?" 

"Yes you git, we're still making the garden" He sighed happily and noticeably relaxed. 

"Good." He started eating again, so | did too. He looked at me when he finished and sat down his plate. 

"Rog. About last night, what-" 

"Lets just pretend last night didn't happen. Okay?" | could tell Syd wanted to know what the hell happened, but | 
didn't even know what happened. What was | suppose to say? "Oh | had a dream you tried to snog me and | got 
hard ha hal No big deal!" No. 

"Oh, um, okay." He grabbed the plate and walked into the kitchen and put it in the sink. 

"So when are we getting all the flower stuff?" | asked him, seeming whenever we did anything together, it was 
on his call. 

"When you're done eating | guess." | gave a thumbs up, not knowing if he saw it or not, and finished eating. 
"Well it would appear l'm done, so how about we get a move on?" He put that big smile on again. | really love 
his smile. 

He skipped to the door and put his shoes on. | did the same. | grabbed my jacket and we left. 

"So what do you want to grow? | was thinking lavender, lilacs and lilies! Maybe some roses? We could plant 
some trees and bushes too!" 

"That sounds just fine. | don't have that much money though, so we may have to buy some of the stuff 
later." 

‘Oh don't worry about that! | have money I've been saving up for! Not on me, but next time we go out I'l 
bring it!" He was almost yelling, he looked so happy. It made me happy. 

"What were you saving up for?" | asked He shrugged, 


"Dunno. Just saving. Guess for something | really wanted to do, so | had the money. And | guess it all worked 
out!" He giggled and put his hands in his pockets. 

"I tried saving money once," | chuckled, "Didn't stay saved too long though. It was right when | was moving out 
of mum's house. Ended up using it all for food." 

He laughed, 

"That's a shame! Maybe you could of bought yourself a cool car. Then we wouldn't have to walk everywhere!" 
"I recall you having a bike Syd. Whatever happened to that? You went everywhere on that thing." | mentioned. 
"It got stolen" he mumbled, "Damn shame that one. It was a good bike. The one time | leave it out over night 
someone takes it" He sighed and pouted a little. | laughed, 

"You should see your face right now. You look like a kicked puppy!" Syd punched me lightly on my arm, 

“Shut up!" | laughed and punched him back, which turned into us pushing and chasing after each other. 

"Get your ass over here!" Syd yelled as | ran into the woods that started about two blocks away from my 
house. 

"You're gonna have to catch me you slow fuck!" | yelled back at him, still running. | heard him shout a few 
words at me, but | didn't catch what exactly he said. | was busy laughing like a little boy, running away from 
my friend like | had just been caught eating the pie mum had left to cool. 

"Roger slow down! This isn't fair! Your legs are longer than minel" Syd whined. | roared out another fit of 
giggles and slowed down. 

"Happy?" | called out. He didn't answer, he was finally catching up to me. His hand almost grabbed the back of 
my jacket times a few times before getting hold of it. When he did | fell back, knocking the air out of my lungs. 
"J-Jesus Syd! What that necessary?" | shouted, trying catching my breath again. He grinned and sat down next 
to me, trying to look innocent, 

"What on Earth are you talking about Rog?" 

"You didn't have to throw me to the ground!" | tried to fight a smile. 

"Sweet little me. Roger? | would never!" We both stared at each other for a few moments before | jumped and 
wrestled him to the ground. He laughed and tried to fight, luckily | was stronger and pinned his hands about his 
head. We both were laughing and breathing heavily. 

Once we had our breath under control, we just looked at each other. Our smiles fading a little more every few 
seconds. He had his mouth in a small o shape, his eyes half lidded and staring into mine. | licked my lips and 
bent my face closer to his the slightest bit at a time. Just as my lips came about an inch from his he 
whispered, 

"First to the shop wins." he pushed me off him, stood up and took off running faster than lighting. | didn't stand 
up for a few moments. 

You almost kissed Syd. 

"No, no, no! | wasn't going to kiss him! | just... Just... 

You were going to kiss your best friend! 

"He's not my best friend!" 

Oh really? Whose your best friend then? 

| rolled my eyes. | need to stop talking to myself. 

"ROGER HURRY UP!" Syd screamed at me. | could just barely see him. He had stopped running when he yelled 
back at me. 


"Don't get your panties in a twist Sydney! l'm coming!" | stood up and started running after him. 


Moving Away 


Author's Notes: 
this didnt happen blah blah blah 


The flower shop was small. You could really only buy flowers seeds, you'd be lucky if you found tomatoes or a 
vegetable. Syd had the biggest grin on his face. He was grabbing whatever the shop keeper told him we'd need, 
laughing at some bad joke they said. | liked watching him, you could tell this was something that would always 
make him happy no matter what. 

When he went to go pay he walked over to me, 

"Can | have 1332?" He asked. | nodded and got out my wallet, he pointed at my family picture in it. 


"Is that you?" he pointed to a small baby, who was indeed me. 


"Yeah" 
"You were so cute! Thats your mum obviosuly, | know her. Is that your dad?" | sighed and nodded, 
"Yeah, thats my dad" He looked at me and instantly understood what was wrong 

"My dads gone too" He looked down at his feet. "Um.. Yeah. He died when | was fourteen" 

"Thats awful. | was just a baby, so | mean.. | never knew him or anything” He smiled sadly, 


"| think that would be worse. | mean, at least | got to know him. Y'know?" He paused and put his hand out, "Let 
me go pay for this stuff and we can go back to your place." 


| nodded and gave him the money he needed. He smiled at me when he paid, holding all the bags and we left. 
//// 


"So what do we do first?" | asked. He laughed, 


"Y'know, | figured you'd know something about gardening. Seeming you're the one who came up with it" | 


shrugged and sat down in the grass of my backyard. 
"Well | knew you liked flowers. So.. Yeah." He grinned and sat down next to me. 


"We could start tomorrow if you'd like. We can't do it dressed like this anyway." 


"Well you could borrow some of my clothes." 


"Roger, you are aware how big you are right?" He poked my shoulder and laughed. | smiled at him and poked 
him back. 


"Who said | was big?" | asked, "Maybe everybody's just smalll" He chuckled an muttered, 


"Yeah, thats it" he stood up and stuck his hand out to help me up. "We'll start tomorrow then. What time 


should | be here?" 
"Whenever you want, you never listen to times. You'll just crawl through my window like always.” 


"You know me well" He skipped inside, turning around while opening the door to see if | was following. | walked 


over and walked inside, him following me into the living room. 


‘lm thinking of moving in with a few friends soon" | told him. "They want to start a band, they need a guitarist 
too. Would you be interested in that?" His eyes gleamed and opened wide. He looked like a 5 year old on 
christmas. 


"| would love that!" he smiled and clapped his hands together. "When are you moving in? | hope its soon! Oh 
wait, is it farther than here? | already hate walking here Roger! Do your friends have a car?" | grinned 
watching him list off different questions, never giving a moment for me to answer. He walked over to me and 
kept asking and asking. "Do they need a singer? Mom says | can sing. Do you think | can? What kind of things 
would we wear? Where would we play? Would we get paid? I've never had a job Rog! Would | have to pay for 
anything? What do we do if we can't get booked anywhere?" 


"Syd--" 
"What if they don't like me? Roger | can't be in a band if no one likes me!" 
"Syd--!" 


"What do | tell my family? My grandparents wouldn't have it if | was in a Rock ‘n' Roll band! Would it be Rock 
'w Roll? Maybe they'd like the blues--" 


"Syd! Calm down!" Syd stopped yacking on and looked at me in the eye. His face was a little pink from the lack 
of oxygen He smiled and shrugged, apologizing. | rolled my eyes and walked over into the kitchen, 


| move in about 3 months. And no, its not farther away, its only a few streets away from here." Syd smiled 
and sat on my couch, listening to me. "Now you shouldn't have to pay for anything but maybe some lunch 
every now and then. But it's just two other guys I'd be living with so theres not much to worry." | put some 
water into a kettle and set it on the stove, letting it heat up. 


"Wait." Syd turned and looked at me through the bar window. "What about our garden here?" | grabbed two 
cups from the cupboard and put a teabag in each, then walked to the doorway. 


"See now, | needed to ask about that. | know you dont want to give up on it, neither do |. So | was thinking 
maybe if you could find yourself a good paying job, you could move in here. And it works out kind of, because 
if | get sick of those annoying buggers | could stay with you." 


"Roger | dont think | could." 


‘Its really not all to expensive. | rented this place so all you'd pay are the taxes and heating, which is also nice 
and cheap because its Spring." He looked really conflicted, like he would loose something if he left. 


"Well what about Libby?" Ah, his girlfriend. I'd met her once or twice, she's nice. She could talk an ear off, 
which surprised me at first that they stay together. Neither of them can ever shut up. 


"Well what about Libby? She could move in too." | didn't want that though. "Maybe she could help you with the 
garden or something if you ever get sick of me" | laughed a little and walked to get the kettle, which was now 
hissing. | know how you feel kettle. 


"No! | mean.. No.. Thats our garden. Y'know? | dont want anyone else touching it" He paused and said, "| mean.. 


She isn't allowed to even leave her neighborhood without her dad throwing a fit." 
"Well take the train to see her." 


"| guess thats fine. We just normally see each other everyday though." | poured water into our cups along with 


some cream, 


"Well | guess you two are going to have to learn of this thing called ‘distance’. A lot of couples need it. Even 
friends!" | laughed as | walked back in seeing him. He looked annoyed, but fought back a smile. | handed him his 
tea, which he took happily, and sat next to him. 


He went on and talk about some books he had gotten from Libby, and how he loved them. He really loved 
children's tales. Knights and dragons and princesses, he adored it. He used words that | ad never heard before, 
and if | had it had been by my old english professor. Sometime's Syd would stop and smile to himself, take a 
drink of tea but then he would explode into a new topic. A topic like writing. He loved writing songs, blues and 
rock songs. He loved telling stories in them. Sometimes | think there isn't anything he doesn't love in one way. 
When his tea was almost gone, he remembered that he had to leave. 


"Oh dammit l'm late." He said to himself. | of course asked what anyone would, 


"Late for what?" he just grinned his grin, the one he used when he was up to no good. 


"For a very important datel" He said goodbye and ran out of the house. | rolled my eyes at his childness and 
looked at the clock. It was 1:14. | went to my room and put lounging clothes on, grabbed a book and sat in my 
bed and read until | fell asleep. 


| dreamt of Syd and | again. But we were just talking, | don't know what though. Syd was laughing every few 
moments as | kept going on and on about god knows what. We were outside, sitting in our garden. The sun was 
setting and Syd was pointing out that he could see the moon. Then we looked at each other, just staring. It was 
relaxing. We both smiled every few moments, or laughed at something the other had said. Syd grabbed my 
hand and then we both fell asleep. 


But us falling asleep in the dream of course, meant me waking up. It was Il:36. | groaned and turned over, falling 


back asleep. 


